It was here that the young men loafed aiso^ pitching

dollars or tossing baseballs back and. forth or lying oa
the grass until the young girls in their little colored
dresses and cheap nostalgic perfume should come troop-
ing down town through the late afternoon* to the drug
store. When the weather was "bad these young men
loafed in the drug stores or in the barber shop.

"Lots of uniforms yet/5 Horace remarked. "All be
home by June. Have the Sartoris boys come home yet ?"

"John is dead9" his sister answered, "Didn't you
know?"

"No,55 he answered quickly, with swift concern.
"Poor old Bayard. Rotten luck they have. Funny
family. Always going to wars, and always getting
killed. And young Bayard5s wife died^ you wrote me."

"Yes. But he's here. He^s got a racing1 automobile
and he spends all his time tearing around the country
In it. We are expecting every day to hear he's killed
himself in it.55

"Poor devil,5* Horace said? and again: "Poor old
Colonel. He used to hate an automobile like a snake*
Wonder what he thinks about it."

"He goes with him."

"What? Old Bayard in a motor-car?55

"Yes. Miss Jenny says it,5s to keep Bayard from
turning it over. But she says Colonel Sartoris doesj^t
know it, but that Bayard would just as soon break both
their necks; that he probably will before he*s done."
She drove on across the square^ among tethered wagons,
and cars parked casually and without order, "I hate
Bayard Sartoris/9 she said with sudden vehemence; "1
hate all men." Horace looked at her quickly*

"What's the matter? What's Bayard done to you?
5 that5s backward: what have you done to Bayard ?"
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